CHAPTER  XIX
SALVINI AS MAN AND ACTOR
T is not often, I fancy, that one defends one's hero or friend from himself. Yet that about describes what I am doing now for the famous Salvini. An acquaintance of mine, a man self-contained and dignified, who was reading the other day, startled me by muttering aloud, " Oh, that mine enemy would write a book ! " fand a moment later, flinging the volume from him, he cried: "Where were his friends? Why did they permit him to write of himself?" " Good gracious! " I exclaimed in bewilderment, "where were whose friends? Of whom are you speaking, and why are you so excited?"
227lk against the star-sown sky. A sense of awe came upon them — of smallness, of helplessness. Instinctively they clasped hands, and presently the woman said : " Oh, Jim, the comfort of a wedding ring! It circles us about so closely, and keeps out all the rest of the world."
